ANQUETIL                              315

and then suddenly break away as Viola had broken.
"I'm of age/' Sebastian had never said that, or any-
thing analogous. His obstinacies had always been
much softer, much more in keeping with the tradi-
tions that Lucy understood; at moments, certainly,
he had been tiresome; he had given her frights,
as when he threatened to marry the keeper's
daughter; but he had never done anything beyond
the natural extravagance of a spoilt young man. His
worst threat was to join the Socialist party; and
Lucy could generally dismiss that as too impos-
sible to offer any very serious danger. She had, too,
a comfortable, old-fashioned conviction that marri-
age would cure him of such fantasies. They were
included, even for Lucy, in the category that Miss
Wace labelled Wild Oats.

She wondered about Sebastian, but, being a
woman, her speculations were confined to the
adventures he had had with women. The greater
adventure of his mind was of no interest to her. She
had scarcely suspected his true perplexities; or, if
she had noticed their outward signs in his sudden
reticences, his ill-humour, his cutting remarks, she
had at once attributed them to some love affair gone
wrong. Lucy's imagination could not move out-
side that orbit. She had all the inquisitiveness of
a woman about a man's life, even when that man
happened to be her son. Honey would have seemed
less sweet than any revelation from Sebastian about
himself; but as no revelation was ever forthcoming
she had to be content with such pictures as she
could secretly make. From her point of view,